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Applegate's Chivalry.
Apple-a- te entered his door that night with

a delightful sense of the difference between
the sharp November air without and the
warmth and brightness within, but as he
stood In the little square hall taking off
his overcoat, this comfortable feeling gave
way to a heart-sic- k shrinking of which he
was unashamed. He was a man of peace,
a.nd through the closed door of the sitting
room came the sound of voluble and angry
speech. The voice was that of Mrs. Apple-gat- e,

his second wife, to whom he had been
fcutrried for two years.

Reluctantly he pushed open the door. It
ras a very pretty quarrel as It stood. At

one end of the little room, gay with light
and color, was Julie leaning on the man-tc- L

She wore a crimson dress a trifle low
at the throat, which set off vividly her rich,
dark beauty. Undoubtedly Julie had beauty,
and a singular gypsy-lik- e piquancy as well.
She was kicking the white fur hearth rug
viciously now and then to punctuate her
remarks.

Dora, with her book in her lap, sat In a
low chair by the student lamp. Dora was
a slender, self-possess- ?d girl of fifteen. In
whose cold young eyes her stepmother had
read from the first a concentrated and sil-

ent disapproval which was very exasperat-
ing.

"It's the first time that woman has ever
set foot in this house since I've been the
mistress of it," Julie was saying angrily,
"but if I'd seen her it wouldn't have been
the last time, you'd better believe. I ain't
afraid" of her. May be she thinks I ain't
good enough for her to call on. Lord! I'd
like to tell her what I think of her. It was
her business to ask for me, and it was your
business to call me, anyhow, whether she
did or, not. Maybe you think I ain't enough
of a lady to answer Mrs. Buel Tarry's
Questions. I'd like to have you remember
I'm your father's wife!"

Dora's head bent lower over her book in
an agony of vicarious shame. How, her se-

vere young mind was asking itself, could
any woman bear to give herself away to
euch an appalling extent? To reveal that
one had thwarted social ambitions; to admit
that one might not seem a lady Ugh! Deg-

radation could go no further.
"What's the matter. Dora?" asked Ap-plega- te,

quietly, in the lull following Julie's
last remark.

"Mrs. Parry came to the door just as I
was going out to school this noon to ask
what sort of a servant Mary Samphill had
been. Mamma was in the kitchen teaching
the new girl how to mold bread and I an-
swered Mrs. Parry's questions. She did not
ask for any one."

"I say it was Dora's business to ask her
In and all me. Whose servant was Mary
Samphill, I'd like to know? Was she
Dora's?"

Applegate crossed the room to the open
Are and stretched his chilled fingers to the
flame.

"Aren't you a little unreasonable, Julie?"
he inquired, gently. "It Mrs. Parry didn't
ask for you I don't quite see what Dora
could do but answer her questions."

"Me unreasonable? I lika that! Mrs. Buel
Parry came to this house to see me, but
Dora was bound 1 shouldn't see her. Dora
thinks" she hesitated a moment, choking
rrlth her resentment "she thinks I ain't
Mrs. Parry's kind and she was going: to be
considerate and keep us apart. Oh, yes!
She thinks she knows what the upper crust
wants! If I'm not Mrs. Parry's sort. I'd like
to know why! I'm your sort fast enough.
John Applegate," and Julie threw back her
dark head with a gesture that was very
line In its insolence. "I guess if Mrs. Parry
and Mrs. Otis and that set are company
for you. they're company for me. Of course,
you take Dora's side; you always do. I can
tell you one thing. When I was Frazer
MacDonald's wife I had 3ome thlng3 I don't
have now. for all you think you're so tine.
MacDonald never would have stood by and
seen me put upon. If folks wasn't civil to
his wife he knew the reason why. I might
have done better than marry you I
might " Julie stopped to catch her
breath.

"Do you think I can make Mrs. Parry call
on you if she doesn't want to. Julie?"

The woman shrugged her shoulders pet-
tishly. "What is the good of marrying a
man who cant do anything for your she
demanded. "It ain't any more than my due
that she should call, and you know It. She
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the train that evening he found the man
awaiting him. The two shook hands awk-
wardly and walked away together in sil-
ence. It was only after they had gone quite
a distance that Hopson said: "Well, I'm
glad you got here. We've been having a
picnic up at the house. Julie's been having
the hysterics, and MacDonald you never
knew MacDonald. did vou?"

Applegate listened politely. He had a
curious feeling that Julie and her hysterics
were already very far away and unimpor-
tant to .him, but he did not wish to be so
brutal as to show this.

"When did MacDonald return and where
has he been?" ha asked gravely.

"He got here yesterday. He says he had
a shock or something in that accident any-
how, he Just couldn't remember anything,
and when he came to he didn't know who
he was nor anything about himself, and all
his papers and clothes had been burned, so
there was nothing to show anybody who
he was. He could work and he was all
right most ways. Says he was that Way till
about six months ago, when a 'Frisco doc-
tor got hold of him and did something to
his head that put him right. He has papers
from the doctor to show it's true. His case
attracted lots of attention out there. Of
course, he wrote to Julie when he came to
himself, but his letters came to our old ad-
dress and she never got them. So then he
started East to see about it. He says he's
got into a good business and is going to do
well."

There was a long silence. Presently Hop-so- n

began again awkwardly:
"I don't know how you feel about it, but

I think Julle'd ought to go back to him."
Applegate's heart began to beat in curi-

ous, irregular throbs; he could feel the
pulsing of the arteries In his neck and there
was a singing in his cars.

"Of course, Julie agrees with you?" he
said, quickly.

"Well, no, she don't. That's what she
wanted me to talk to you about. She can't
see it any way but this: She says he died,
or. if he didn't, it was the same thing to
her. and she married you. She says no-
body can have two husbands, and it's you
who are hers. I told her the law didn't look
at it that way, and she says then she must
get a divorce from MacDonald and remarry
you. She says It's the only way to put her
right with the world. MacDonald says if
she brings suit on the ground of desertion,
he will fight. He says he can prove it
wasn't no willful desertion. Hut probably
he could be brought round If he saw she
wouldn't go back to him anyhow. MacDon-
ald wouldn't be spiteful. But he was pretty
for.d of Julie."

Applegate had stopped suddenly in the
middle of Hopson's speech. Now he went
forward rapidly, but he made no answer.
Hopson scrutinized his face a moment be-
fore he continued:

"Julie says you won't be spiteful, either.
She says may be sh? was a little hasty In
what she said Just before she came up here.
But you know Julie's-way.- "

"Yes." said Applegate, "I know Julie's
way."

Hopson drew a breath of relief. He had
at least discharged himself of his Interces-
sory mission.

"I tell Julie she'd better put up with It
and go with MacDonald. The life would be
more the sort of thing she likes. But her
head's set and she won't hear to anything
Henrlette or I say. You see. that's what
Julie holds by, what she thinks is respecta-
ble. And it's about all she does hOld by."
He hesitated, groping blindly about in his
consciousness for words to express his feel-
ing th?t this passionate, reckless nature
was only anchored to the better things of
life by her fervent belief in the righteous-
ness of the established order.

"Julie thinks everything of what seems
to her respectable." he concluded, lamely.

"Is it much further to your house?" asked
Applegate. dully.

"Right here," answered Hopson, drawing
his key from his packet.

They entered a crude little parlor, whose
carpet was too gaudy and whose plush fur-
niture was too obviously purchased at a
bargain, but its air was none the less heavy
with tragedy. A single gas jet flickered in
the center of the room. On one side a great,

broad-shouldere- d fellow sat doggedly, with
his elbows on his knees and his face buried
In his hands. There was resistance In every
line of his figure. On the sofa opposite was
.lull? in her crimson dress. As she lifted her
fact- - eagerly Applegate noticed traces of
tears upon it. Mrs. Hopson. who had been
moving about the room aimlessly, a pale
and ineffective figure between those two
vivid personalities, came to a standstill and
looked at Applegate breathlessly. For a
moment no one spoke. Then Julie, baffled
by the eyes she could not read, sprang to
her feet and stretched out her hands with
a vehement gesture.

"John Applegate. you'll put me, right!
You will! I know you will! I can't go back
to r.im. How can I? It isn't respectable. Oh.
why should this come to me?" Her hungry
eyes scrutinized his still Inexpressive face.

"John! You aren't going to turn me off?"
Her voice had a despairing passion in it.
"Vcu won't refuse to marry me if I get
the divorce? Good God! You can't be sucha d jvllJ John! O John!"
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to take Teddy, and Dara is old enough to
go away to school." Then he opened the
door.

Hopson and his wife had left the little
parlor. Julie on the sofa had fallen into
the deep sleep of exhaustion. .MacDonald
still 6at there, with his face in his hands,
and to him Applegate turned. At the sound
of his step the man lifted his massive head
and shook it impatiently.

"Well?" he demanded.
The fact is, Mr. McDonald. Julie and I

don't get along very well together, but I
don't know as that is any reason why I
should force her Into a position that doesn't
seem right to her. She thinks it would be
more" he hesitated for a word "more re-

spectable to get a divorce from you and re-
marry me. It's for her to say what she
wants and for you and me to do it."
. MacDonald looked at him piercingly.

"You know you'd be glad of the chance
to get rid of her," he said, excitedly. "In
the Lord's name, then, why don't you make
her come to me? You know I suit her best.
You know she is my sort, not yours. She's
as uncomfortable with you as you with her,
and she'd soon get over the feeling she has
against me. Man! There's no use in it! Why
can't you give my own to me?"

"I can't say that I don't agree with you,"
said Applegate, and the words seemed to
ooze painfully but steadily from his white
lips. "But she thinks she'd rather not, and

it's for her to say."
Cornelia Atwood Pratt, in Kate Field's
Paper.

IIIXTS FOR YOUNG SISTERS.

Sleeping Alone ari Important Factor
to Health anil Ilenaty.

Dorothy Maddox, in Philadelphia Inquirer.
The most precious secret I can whisper

in your dainty ear is, sleep alone. Insist
that you shall not be made to share your
sleeping apartment with any one else. If
a room all your own is not feasible, ask
mamma for a little cot. Better cots all over
the house than this herding together. I
know that many households are cramped
for room, but where there is a will there
is generally found a way. I only wish I
could devote chapters and chapters to this
theme. We are growing more civilized each
day, and after a time twin beds will have
become recognized facts in all well regu-
lated households. To preserve youth, and
health, and beauty it is necessary to hus-
band magnetic forces. This thing called hu-
man magnetism is a gift of the gods, be-s-tow- ed

upon some and denied others. The
gi.1 overflowing with life, and vitality gives
away certain recuperative powers to the
delicate sister when compelled to share the
same bed with her. This holds good in all
cases.

Dull eyes, offensive breaths, sallow skins,
inactive limbs, follow this unhealthy prac-
tice. Sleep alone and in this way preserve
the wine of youth, that glorious elixir
which gives to the world bright, happy,
energetic mothers. If, when you ask for a
quiet nook all your own, you are repulsed,
put on the thinking cap and see if you
cannot use a little tact in getting vhat you
want. The great trouble with growing girls
Is their Ignorance regarding hygienic
methods. Older and wiser heads should plan
for you. How many ills of life you are
spared when properly coached. What a pity
it is that such a vast amount of downright
stupidity exists amongst intelligent people.
However, we are daily growing wiser.
Schools, seminaries and colleges are taking
up and skillfully handling this Important

of everyday living. It is being3uestlon among all classes. We are prom-
ised reform. Do what you can. girls, to
help along the good work.

A Servant Who Knew" Her Place.
New York Press.

"Did you tell her I was out?"
"Yes'm."
"What did she say?"
"She sez. sez she. 'Do you say that on

yer own responsibility or on the respon-
sibility of yer mistress? and I said on my
mistress, for sure it's not me wud be do-
ing anything on my own responsibility."
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pimples, tan, etc.. it Is not equaled by any
other preparation. Its good qualities are
not paralleled and its merit is on the lips
of every one.

CKESCKNT SALVE has no equal. Itstand pre-emin- ent and alone, the one andonly ffuarantred cure for tetter, eczema,
sa5 rheum and all skin diseases.
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Applegate sat down and looked at her
apathetically. He was not used to being
called a devil. Somehow it seemed to him
the term was misapplied.

"Don't take on so, Julie," he said quietly.
The room seemed to whirl around him, and
he added with a palpable effort: "I'll think
it over and try to do what Is best for both
of us."

At that MacDonald lifted his sullen face
from his hands for the first time and
glanced across at the other man with blood-
shot eyes. Then he rose slowly, his great
bulk seeming to fill the room, and, walking
over to Applegate's chair, stood In front of
it looking down at him. His scrutiny was
long. Once Applegate looked up and met
his eyes but he was too tired to bear their
fierce light, and dropped his own lids
wearily.

MacDonald turned from him contemptu-
ously and faced his wife, who averted her
head.

Look at me, Julie!" he cried, appealing-ly- .
"I am better worth it than he is. Good

Iord. I don't know what you see in him.
He's so tame! Let him go about his busi-
ness. He's nobody. He don't want you.
Come along with me and we'll lead a life!
You shall cut a dash out there. I can make
money hand over fist. It's the place for
you. Come on!"

For a moment Julie's eyes glittered. The
words allured, but her old gods prevailed.
She threw out her arms as if to ward off
his proposal.

"No. no," she said shrilly. "You were
dead to me and I married him. One does
not go back to the dead. If I am your wife,
what am I to him? It puts me in thewrong these two years. I will not have It
so, I tell you. I will not have It so!"

Applegate felt faint and sick. Itising, he
groped for the door. "I must have air," he
said to Hopson, confusedly. "I will come
back in a minute."

Once outside, the cool November night
refreshed him. He dropped down upon thedoorstep and threw back his head, drink-
ing In long breaths as he looked up at the
mocking stars.

When he found, at last, the courage to
ask himself what he was going to do, theanswer was not ready. The decision lay
entirely in his hands. He might still be free
if ho said the word, and as he thought of
this he trembled. He had always tried to
be what his neighbors called a straight
man, and he wanted to be straight in this
also. But where In such a hideous tangle
was the real morality to be found? Surely
not in acceding to Julie's demands! What
claim had she upon him or upon the home
whose simple traditions of peace and hap-
piness she had trampled rudely under foot?
Was It not a poor, cheap convention of
righteousness which demanded that he
should take such a woman back to embitter
the rest of his days and warp his children's
lives? He rebelled hotly at the thought.
That It was Julie's view of the ethical re-
quirement of her position made it all the
more improbable that it was really right.
Did n'ot the situation in which he was
placed demand of him a choice between the
conventional morality and the real mor-
ality? Surely his duty was to his children
first, and as for Julie, let her reap the re-
ward of her own temperament. The Lord
God himself could not say this was unjust,
for it is so that he deals with men.

It seened to him that he had decided, but
as he rose and turned to enter the door a
new thought stabbed him so sharply that he
dropped his lifted hand with a groan.

Where had been that sense of duty to
his children, just now so imperative, in thedays when he had yielded to Julie's charm
against his better judgment? Had duty ever
prevailed against inclination, with him? Was
it prevailing low?

He wai no mere an Imaginative man than
a casuist, but ?.i that moment he seemed
to hear in his ears a cry that might have
come fram all the women in the world
whose ethical ideals, faulty perhaps, but
still the:r highest, had been thrust asideby rude, strong, self-seeki- ng hands. And in
the cry he found a sharp reproach.

High over all the turmoil and the despera-
tion of his thoughts shone out a fresh per-
ception taat mocked him as the winter stars
had mocked. For that hour, at least, the
crucial one of his decision, he felt assured
that in the relation of man and woman to
each other lies the supreme ethical test cfeach, and In that relation there is no room
for selfishness. It might be. Indeed, that he
and Julio were quits and that he owed hernothing, but might it not also be that he
owed a consideration to all womankind
which could only be paid through this wom-
an he hid called his wife? This was an
ideal wirJi whleh he had never had to
reckon. ,

He turned and sat him down again to
tight the fight, with a chill suspicion in his
heart of what the end would be.

"O ljord." prayed Applegate grimly In
that hour, "if there ever was another poor
devil in Just this fix, I hope you had somemercy ujon him!"

Being a plain man. he had only plain
words in which to phrase his decision whenat last he came to it.

"I chese her and I'll bear the conse-quence; of my choice." he said, "but I'll
bear then by myself. His aunt will be glad
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"What shall I do?" for he found himself
face to face with a future before whose
problems he shrank helplessly.

One does not decide upon the merits of
falcons according to the traditions of doves,
and it would be quite as unjust to Judge
Julie Applegate from the standpoint of her
husband and his children. There is no doubt
that she made life a' hell to them, but this
result was accidental rather than intention-
al, and it must be remembered that one
man's: hell is another's heaven.

If one is considering the matter of griev-
ances. Julie certainly had hers. Most acute
of all, she was accorded only a gTudgringr
toleration by the circle to which the first.
Mrs. Applegate belonged. This was the
more grinding from the fact that in Belle- -
plaine, as in all small towns of the great
Middle West, social distinctions are based
upon quality and not upon position.

Then, there was Dora. From Julie's point
of view tempers were made to lose, but
Dora habitually retained hers with a dig-
nity which, while It endeared her to her
father, only exasperated his wife. Julie de-
veloped an inordinate; Jealousy of the girl,
and the love1 of the father and daughter
became a rod to scourge them. With the
most pacific Intentions in the world It was
Impossible to divine what would or would
not offend Julie.

On the occasion of the family quarrel re-
corded Julie departed for Pullman accord-
ing to her threat, and for a few days after
her departure life was delightfully peaceful.
Dora exhibited all sorts of housewifely
aptitudes and solicitudes, the wheels of the

, household machinery moved smoothly, and
the domestic amenities blossomed un-
checked.

Julie had been gone a week, a week of
golden Indian summer weather, when one
day, as Applegate was leaving the house
after dinner, he was met by the telegraph
boy just coming in. He stopped at the gate
and tore the message open. It was from
Julie's brother-in-la- w, Hopson, and con-
densed in its irreverent ten words a stupe-
fying amount of information. Applegate
looked at It, unable to understand:

"MacDonald has come alive. Claims Julie.High old times. Come,"
He crushed the yellow paper in his hands,

and, turning back, sat down heavily upon
the steps of the veranda, staring stupidly
ahead of him. If this were true what did
It mean to him? Out of the hundred
thoughts assailing him only one was clear
and distinct. It meant that he was free.

He turned the telegram over in his fin-
gers, touching it with the eyes of one whoses visions.

Free! His home his pretty home his own
again, with Dora, who grew dally more like
her mother, as his little housekeeper; free
from that tempestuous presence which re-
pelled even while it attracted. Free from
the endless scenes, the tiresome bickerings,
the futile Jealousies, the fierce reproaches
and the fierce caresses, both of which
wearied him equally now. He had scarcely
known how all these things which he bore
in silence had worn and weighed upon him,
but he knew at last. The measure of the
relief was the measure of the pressure also.
The tears trickled weakly down his cheeks
and he buried his face In his hands as if to
hide his thankfulness even from himself.
The prospect of peace overwhelmed him.
No boy's delight nor man's joy had ever
been so sweet as this. When he looked up
the pale November sunlight seemed to hold
a promise for him more alluring than that
of all the May-tim- e suns that ever shone
the promise of a quiet life.

As he accustomed himself to this thought
there came others less pleasant. The pre-
eminently distasteful features of the situa-
tion began to raise their heads and hiss at
him like a coil of snakes. He shrank ner-
vously from the prospect of the gossip and
the publicity. This was a hideous, repulsive
thing tto come Into the lives of upright peo-
ple who had thought to order their ways
according to the laws of God and man. It
was only Julie's due to say she "had In-
tended that. But it had come and must be
met. Julie was MacDonald's wife, not his
not his! The only thing to be done was to
accept the situation quietly. He knew that
his own compensation was ample no price
could be too great to pay for this new joy
of freedom but he shivered a little when
he thought of Julie, with her devotion to
the customary and the respectable. It would
hurt Julie cruelly, but there was no one
to blame and there was no help for it. And
MacDonald could take her away Into the
far. new West and make her forget this
miserable interlude. He knew that for Mac-
Donald. who was of a different fibre from
himself, Julie's charm had been sufficient
and enduring. Whatever might be the ex-
planation of his long absence, Applegate
d.d not dDubt that the charm still endured.
And In the end even they themselves would
forget this unhappy time which was just
ahead of them, and it3 memory would cease
to seem a shame, and become a regret
whose bitterness the passing years would
lessen tenderly.

Having thus adjusted the ultimate out-
come of the situation to suit the optimism
of his mood, Applegite drew out his watch
and looked at It. He had just time to make
the necessary arrangement and catch, the
afternoon train for Chiciaro.

He telegraphed to Hopson, and as he left

iras thick enough with your nrst wire. Ana
me to be treated so after all I've done for
you and your children! I give you notice
Pm going to Pullman to-morr-ow and I'm
going to stay till I'm good and ready to
come back. May be you'll find out .who
makes this houae comfortable for you, John
Applegate. May be you will."

And with this Julie glided across the
room she could not be ungraceful even
when she was most violent and left it,
shutting the door with emphasis.

There wa3 deep silence between Apple-pa- te

and his daughter for a little while.
AVhy should either speak when there was
really nothing to say?

"Supper Is on the table, father," observed
Dora at las:. 'There is no use in letting it
get any colder," and in silence they went
to their meal.

Julie MacDonald. bom Dessaix, was the
daughter of a French market gardener and
of a Spanish woman, the danseuse of a
traveling troupe, who. when the company
was left stranded in an Indiana town, mar-
ried this thrifty admirer. The latter part of
Julie's childhood was passed in a convent
school, whence she emerged at fifteen, a
rabid Protestant, with manners which the
Sisters had subdued slightly, but had not
beorr able to make gentle. sShe learned the
milliner's trade, which she practiced until
at twenty-tw-o she married Frazer Mac-
Donald. a gigantic, red-haire- d Scotch sur-
veyor. This union of a deeply enamored
but masterful Scot and the undisciplined
girl, in whose veins the Franco-Spanis- h

blood ran like flame, was not the failure
which at first glance it promised to be, per-
haps because Julie stood wholesomely in
awe of her husband.

A few years after their marriage Mac-
Donald went West, intending to establish
himself and then send for Julie, whom he
left meanwhiie with her sister, now the
wife of a well-to-d- o mechanic living in
Pullman. His train was wrecked some-
where in Arizona and the ruins took fire.
MacDonald was reported among those vic-
tims whose bodies were too badly burned
for complete identification, and. though
Julie refused to believe it at first, when
the long days brought no tidings she knew
In her heart that it was true.

She hid a sum of money and succeeded
in establishing herself at her old trade in
one of the county towns of the Indiana
prairie country, where she had worked and
prospered for three years before John Ap-
plegate asked her to marry him.

At the convent they hid tried to teach her
to worsliip God, but abstractions were not
in Julie's line. Respectability was more tan-
gible thn righteousness, and deference to
the opinion of the world was an idea she
could grasp. The worshin of appearances
came to be Julie's religion. Nothing could
be more respectable than John Applegate.
wh was a hardware dealer and one of
Belleplaine'3 leading merchants, and she ac-
cepted him with an almost religious .en-
thusiasm. The hardware business in a rich
farming country is a. good one. And then.
In her own very unreasonable way, Julie
was fond of Applegate.

"A little mouse of a man. yes," she said
to herself, "but such a good little mouse.
I'll have my way with things. When Mac-Dojia- ld

was alive he had his way. Now
we'll see."

As for Applegate. having decided to re-
marry for the sake of his children, he com-
mitted the not uncommon inconsistency of
choosing a woman who could never be ac-
ceptable to them and who suited himself
entirely only in certain rare and unreckon-in- g

moods, which were as remote from the
whole trend of his existence as scarlet is
from slate color. Thes? fact he did not dis-
tinctly recognize. This untamed daughter
of the people was undoubtedly fascinating,
and when once or twice a suspicion crossed
his mind that she was hardly a , suitable
person to undertake the training of Dorj.
and Teddy, he dismissed it. and with the
etsy optimism of man in the presence of
beauty assured himself that it would come
out all right.

His little daughter kissed him dutifully
and promised to try to be a good girl when
he- - told her that he was going to bring a
new mamma home, a pretty, jolly mamma,
who would be almost a playmate for the
children, but secretly she felt a prescience
that this was not the kind of mamma she
wanted.

A few weeks .after his marriage her
father found her one day shaking In a pas-
sion of childhood's bitter, ineffectual tears.
With great difficulty he succeeded in get-
ting an explanation. It came in whispers.
iremDiingiy;

"Papa, she she says bad word3! And this
morning TeiJy sail one. too. O papa"
the sobs broke out afresh "how can he
grow up to be nice and how am I going to
cet to be a lady a lady like my own ma-
mmaif nobody shows us how?"

Applegite dropped his head on his chest
with a smothered groan. Tor himself he
had not minded the occasional touches of
profanity With which Julie emnhasized her
somewhat un-Engli- sh speech, for they had
only seemed a part of the alien element in
her which attracted him. but when Dora
looked up ac him with his dead wife's eyes
he coul 1 not but acknowledge the Justice of
her tragic horror of "bid words."

"What have I doner he asked himself.
m the child nestled closer, and then.


